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There was a crash.
I could almost feel that impact.
The skid of tyres.
Then a strange sound as of a rock rolling over.
There were no headlights to be seen now.
Black darkness.
Black for mourning, I was sure.
I rushed downstairs. Dashed into the doctor's
flat.
" Come quick, doctor," I yelled.
The old man jumped in his chair.
" As you are.    Take your bag and come quick.'1
The old man didn't say a word. He did as he
was told.
" Where is she ? " was all he asked
" On the road    In my car.    I heard the crash."
"Let's take my car," he said, as we ran down the
stairs. "We'll get there sooner."
He started the old Morris Ten. Tt sort of gasped
and shook and then jerked and moved along.
We didn't say much to each other.
The faint lights of the doctor's car guided us
through the dark night. Now we could see in the
distance a little crowd gathered and the doctor pulled
up his car.
I jumped out and rushed to the scene of the
accident. The black two-seater had left the road.
I pushed through the crowd. From the edge of the
road I could see, a little below, a mass of ugly wreckage
that was once so elegant a car. It had over-